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nothing In tho fact thnt tho bill earn* from there. It Is 
not tho slightest evidence tluit tho bill wnn passed thero 
by tin- thief. Tho only way In which such slmws be¬ 
come vnlunblc la when you rake In a number of them. 
Not another bill ha* nppenred In any bank or hotel or 
first-class restaurant In town. As for De Rode's belong¬ 
ing to the Athletic Club." he added, commenting on a y 
suspicion -I oxrpeased. "so does Dr. Mercer, so docs George 
Appleby, and half the young fellows about the hotel. 
Whnt do I think of tho Colonel robbing himself ns the 
Ilucklnghnms propose. Such things have happened." 

"Thnt doesn't tell mo what you think," I persisted, 
for Mr. Smith's opinions worn hard to reach. 

"I didn't mean It should, but since you press mo to¬ 
night I will ndmlt something j wanted to keep till to¬ 
morrow. No bills, ns I have told you. Imvo como out In 
a regular way. Yet I have nnothcr of tho stolen bills In 
my pocket." 

Ho took from his vest pocket o roll of bills and passed 
one to ino. 

This bill was banded mo by Wesley Van Horn. Ilo 
hns charge of the stalls nt Harlem. My friends nro not 
ulwnys distinguished by their moral attributes. It was 
passed In by tho nutn that runs tho foreign books. Gus 
Harris. Now that's nil I know till I roach Harris. To 
oblige me Van Horn went right after him. but Harris 
had boon drinking, and couldn't toll a $100 bill from n 
hlgh-bnll. I*vo got him downstairs boiling him out. It 
will be 1 o'clock before ho can talk. Now I don’t believe 
you'll sleep nny better from knowing that much. In the 
morning I would have had It nil for you anyway." 

"Gordon." I exclnlmed, "como on. I'll go with you 
and hear the rest of this to-night.” 

"Then Just take off that black tlo, put on a red ascot, 
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Tills prescription cost tho Colonel considerable money, 
for tho Doctor's fees were high. Hut the Doctor Is dead 
long since, and the Colonel is dead, and with them It Is 
Bow less u question of rheumatism than of ventilation. 


"Who’s been robbing mo?" 

"Your bell-hoy." 

"I wasn’t nwnro of It." 

"Thnt's curious, now; especially ns ho touched you 
for ten $100 bills nt ono time. Here they are, Doctor— 
at leant, povcu of thorn—nnd threo Imvo gone tho way.” 
Whispering Hmlth stepped forward, told the bills ono 
lifter another rapidly over, nnd put thorn at Dr. Mercer. 

"They don't belong to mo, my friend." 

. "IJ« ,0 w tlioy don't. They belong to Colonel Fuller, 
out they came from bore, Doctor." Hpeaklng, he h topped 
to tho mantel, nnd ns If by Inatlnct put bln band under 
tho chink In tho slab. "Right from this crook." 
with tiu y °" 0r What’s the matter 

bill hi- S. rnnn? do W ,]od Dr - Mercer, turning to me; 
fftc Q was setting Into paste. 

«rJ? Ut 11 blunt| y* doctor, I wnnt you to e 
said Whispering Hmlth. 

you * pl ^ ar “ m ' my V™' 

you" 1 !o "for m '' llrr '> l» W hnvo lo push 
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"„°;-ont a .oo ,, ior i ,h - 

"1 tloii-l rxplnln my bu.IncM to every lunotto tluit 
breok. Into my room ,.t mldbl K ht. ,m. nut of hem." 

"Wipjrlns Bmltli nppoorci hurt. "Don't un ,i tr . 
stnml7 You uro under nrrest.” 

Mercer started. 

”1 will »lny with you Doctor, until o o'clock; limn 
I wont you to ro to your box,, wHI, mo „„.l open <073 
nt the Western Nntlonnl vaults nnd inis nt tho Ounnllnn 
Its brutal I know It; hut I can't help that. Doctor. It'll 
up to you.” 

Something In the detective’s words froze tho dum- 
founded physician. "Morse.” lie asked nervously, "whnt 
does this mean?" 

""'hot (Iocs It mean, Doctor!" 1 echoed, steadying m» 
voice ns I could. "For Clod's enltc, whnt dues It menu?" 
"You will ruin my roputntlmi by such ernty procood- 
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tnlk quick," explained Whispering Smith. "We Just wnnt 
to know where you got that bill you bet on Night Express 
In tho Gravesend Frcc-for-AII this nftornoon. Night 
Express won; there was a mistake In the wire. There's 
a good bit of money coming to you If It's straight; but 
Gus Harris here, who took the bet—you remombor him, 
don’t you? Yes. Gus heard the bill was swiped with n 
roll a gentlemnu lost In tho cafe to-day. I belong to the 
detective staff at the Parker. Tell him where you got 
the bill, Chnrlle. If it's straight you'ro ontttled to youi 
money, nnd I'll see that you got your bet. If you swiped 
It we want tho rest of the roll. It was a flve-to-onn 
shot. Harris says, which would make you winner five 
hundred on Night Express, nnd I guess from whnt Wes 
Vnn Horn says, she won. H’mr' 

"Who snys I swiped It?" 

"Nobody has said It right out. The black-hnlrcd fel¬ 
low that works nt tho last chair In tho bnrber shop 
downstairs claimed he could tell moro nhout It If you 
didn’t. I told theso boys’ we’d hear what you had to 
say first. Boys, nm I right?" 

"I didn’t swlpo no money from nobody." 

"I never thought you did. Whero did you get It?" 

"I made dm det f'r a friend o’ mine. If It’s won d’ 
stuff in hls'n." 

"Exactly." 

"Ho gl’ me de money to put up day befo' yeste’day, 
and I nova bet It till yeste’day." 

"The way It's turned out It’s a good bet. Give me a 
match, Charlie," said Whispering Smith. "Am I right, 
Gus? It was a good bet. Thanks. Charllo. Now. who'a 
your friend?" 

”Wh'?" 

"Tho fellow that gave you tho monoy." 

"I'll never tell y* daf 
’’Why not;’’ 

” 'Causo I said I wouldn’t.” 

"Oh. yes, you will," observed Whispering Smith, 
pleasnntly. . 

'Y* c'n nrres' mo ef you want. Y'll never get n’thln’ 
out a me. boss." 

"Oh, yes, wo will!" 

•TIow’U >•’ do It?" 

‘•We’ll pound tho life out of you, Charlie." 

Tho mulatto reached for his revolve/. The’ men 
grappled. Harris, a dead game sport, shut the door with 
a hang; Whispering Hmlth rained a perfectly frightful 
shower of blows on the head of the obstinnto darkey. 
Outside the landlord hammered on tho door; the tout 
stuck n pistol In his face, and swore.he would shoot 
him If he entered. It looked like a riot. 

"Darkles are hard to work on a time limit." panted 
Whispering Smith, standing over his man a minute 
"Now. Charlie, behave yourself." ho continued, "litre's 
a towel; but you mustn't monkey. I'll kill you before I 
quit you without the name. We ain’t going to nrrest 
you; wo ain’t going to fool with you; nnd you'll only got 
pounded worse If you hold It up on us. Hero's tho 
money you passed—see?" and Whispering Smith held 
up tho Treasury note before the dazed eyes of the col¬ 
ored man, whom ho helped to sit down on the bed. 
"Qlv© me the name and I'll count out an even $100. 
Don't bo a clam." 

"He'll kill me If I give bint tip," 

"If he does you'll dlo rich. Charlie. If you toko mo 
now I’Jl make It $250, and In big bills. Yon needn’t ho 
nfrnld of the fellow, because I shall pinch him right off. 
anyway.” 

"Gi’ me do two-fifty." 

"Give mo tho name, you blackguard; my word Is good 
for ten times that. Gus, count $260 out of that roll." 
said Whispering Smith, wiping ono lmnd on tho shoulder 
of his victim, while with tho other ho passed Harris a 
handful of monoy. 

"It's Oliver Ames; gl' me de money." 

"What did I tell you?" asked Whispering Smith 
calmly, appealing to me. "Is ho on days or nights now, 
Charlie? Give him tho $250. Gus. It's all rlghu So It's 
Oliver Ames?" 

"Do you know him?" 

"Of couso I do; nnd Gus, you Just step outside the 
door a minute nnd pacify thnt landlord, will you? 
Whero's Olllo working now?" 

At tho Richelieu?" 

There «u n alienee like death. My breath caught; 
tho foul, stuffy room had become a star-chamber. 

“At tho Richelieu, echoed tho llttlo detective nt last. 
"What'a he doing there?" 

"On tho bells." 

"On tho bells—days?" 

"Days." 

"Where did he raise this. Charlie?" 

"I dunno—ho's got plenty mo*." 

"Plenty moro. I guess; and where's he rooming?" 
"At tho Empress." 

"Over on Wabash?" 

"Yea, n’h." 

"Charlie. I'm obliged; take care of yourself. Good¬ 
bye.” 

"You will have to stay hero Just a mlnuto till I can 
got a plain clothes man to watch this coon," continued 
Whispering Smith to Harris nnd me ns wo groped to tho 
ball. 'Tvo got two-fifty In him, nnd I don't want to lot 
hlrn get nwny till I run down his story." Ho hurried 
out. It was 2 o'clock when lie got bnck with our re¬ 
lief. and, shaking hands with Harris, sont him uptown 
In a cnb. 

"IIow do these gamblers do so much for you, Gor¬ 
don?" I asked. 

"Wo have to let somo people rob In tills town to keep 
others from getting robbed. I divide nil pcoplo Into two 
classes—those that want lo got robbed and thoso that 
don't. All we look after nre tho latter. Now for whnt 
may be not only Interesting—but tough." 

Wo stood on tho curb, and with tho words he helped 
mo Into n cnb. 

"Do you think tho mulatto lied?" said I. 

"No. I'm pretty confident ho didn't." Ilo paused 
"No. This bell-boy Isn't the thief; ho may bo In—hut 
no. I don't believe It. I tell you, I’m In tho air. It was 
never worked by bell-boys nor con. men. It throws mo 
up—that's all thero Is to It." 

Ilo sprung from the cnb at tho Empress door with 
nervous alncrlty, ami dashed ncross tho sidewalk so fast 
I barely caught a glimpse of Wabash Avenuo in tho 
wicked hour. I followed through tho swinging balzo 
doors and hurried after him up the deadened stairs. 

Gordon walked to tho office counter and leaned over 
It to arouse the clerk, silting in a drowso In a big arm¬ 
chair. 

"Hollo, my friend," murmured Whispering Smltl* 
"Hollo. Bay. I want to see Olllo Arnes a minute. Do 
you know whether lie's como In yet?" 

"Olllo Ames? I guess he's In." 

"All right. Let's sao—samo old number?" 
"Twenty-six." 

"Twenty-six Is on tho third floor. Isn't It? Oh. In 
tho annex. Say. they closed up McCague's placo to-dny. 
That's rlgth; getting worse In this town every day, ain't 
It? 1 should remark. Como on," ho snapped nt mo like 
a ferret. I stumbled bolilnd him through a dark linll- 
way, half down an Intervening stnlrwa.v. and up again 
ixrlalmcd Harris, turning suddenly by a second flight Into a hall absolutely dark. With flash 
at Van Horn, "of course, I seen matches Whispering Hmlth made Ills way from door to 

l'» tho coon that takes the huts at door to twenty-six. Then he put his finger on my breast, 

—that's where I seen him." I don't know this duck. Somo of them nro quick with 

o coon?" muttered Van Horn. a »un. You had better stand hero on this side of the 

repeated Whispering Smith Boftly. door; not In front of It. mind you. nor over thero. and 

n't know hlrn. for I ulwnys eat In wait until you hear mu say you nro coming. If there's 
i. That cornea of being exclusive. a shot nn.i you don't hoar mo after It. get out to tho 

hour to spun-, let's hunt him up. street quick um you can nnd turn la tho alnrm at the 

in hand fo-morrow, and I'd rather corner patrol box. Hero's tho key." 

"Stop a hit." I broke In. "You mean you may got 
\on Horn. “Of course," noddod killed;" 

do anythin/ Ur u friend of mine.** "Not a chance in a thousand; but I don't wnnt to 
rou loone right here, Wes," sug- leavo you hero Ilk.- .i fool If I do. Moreover. If he guts 

Ith brltkly. "and Tin yours truly, mo ho will run out and down tho hall, and If you stund 

there he'll pol you, too. Tho house flotecllve of the 
d wo found tho night clerk at the Richelieu will he hero Ih a minute, unywuy. Now ho's 

iddr-vi* of the cafo attendant. It not going to get me. Hut wo must ho ready If ho does. 

l hansom to Dearborn and Twenty- I shall try Ids doer with the wire, nnd I may got in 

?arch brought us to a flat. Wu without disturbing hltn.'i 

, * '*"1 Whispering Smith, by a I stood where ho put n)e In tho dark. I heard 
, ,OM After two awkward nils- tho manipulation of tho lock with tho skeleton, and ifiy 
iho boy. Charllo Sutherland, who. heart hung on wv *r v r n ] n t click of tho sliding bolt. I 

the note. heard tlio knob softly turn, tho door spring on Us hinges, 

want?" usked tho mulatto, sitting and front within through an open window came a puff 
r-.K Bmlth lit the ttae, 0 f night alruufter a moment tho heavy respiration of a 

narlie, If you'ro good-natured und sleeper. Whispering Smith, passing In Uko a cat; loft 


What 


"The Colonel I* prostrated; he hn*t asked me to look 
idler tho thing. WUU*," said I. after telling the story, 
"nnd, frunkly, I'm floored. I know somothlhfr—not much— 
about tho law of corporations, but I'll bo hanged if l'm 
any good nt recovering stolon property. Something must 
be done quick. If flio case was yours, Willis, whnt would 
you do?" 

"Lyman." replied Willis, nt that time manager of the 
Richelieu. "If tho caao was mine I’d send for Whispering 
Smith. He looks after things like this. And I wouldn't 
lose nny time, either." 

"You would put the host detectives nt work?" I asked 
anxiously. 

"1 would,” nnowered WIDIs Ilownrd; "but I would 
put them at work hunting up Whlnperln* Smith." 

"Do you mean to say you wouldn’t put tho Rucking- 
hams on tho case at once?" 

"Not till I'd seen Whispering Smith." 

At eight o’clock that night Willis Howard brought 
Whispering Hmlth to my room. 

"Mr. Morse," announced Willis, addressing mo briefly, 
"this Is Mr. Smith. I have otitJIm-d the matter to him! 
When I got Into serious trouble around-tills houso I turn 
It over to Mr. Bmlth. Jlo would liko to hear tho details " 

"They nro distressingly four, Mr. Smith." said I. shak¬ 
ing hand.- with tho long-sought Whispering. “Colonel 
Fuller went this rooming to draw somu tdoney from his 
enfety depoalt box and found tho box empty, except for 
somo papers of small value. Tho Last tlmo ho locked It 
up It contained $200,000 In currency." 

Whispering .Smith looked at mo with somo mjrprlso. 

"Mr. Morso ia a friend of mine, Gordon." put In Willis 
Howard. "I’d Uko to soo you do what you can for him" 

"You're Mr. Lyman Morse, of Finch. Fuller, Lydne 
Morse i .Stetson," remarked Whispering Smith, sud¬ 
denly cataloguing our firm. I acknowledged tho di¬ 
rectory. noticing then for (hn first time tho peculiarly 
ragged quality of voles that gave Gordon Smith his 
nickname. “I met you unco before," bo continued. 


mgs. \\ mil recourse have 1 after I'm dhgrncod? If you 
arrest mo I nm ruined. Now I appeal to you. I nm us 
Innocent of this charge ns n Iml.y. I nm Innocent. Morse, 
for God's sake have some consideration for me! I toll 
you. there's not a shred of evidence against me." 

Whispering Hmlth stared at tho dung. 

"Doctor," snhl I; "If you nro Innocent no one will bo 
gladder to see It than I. Tho cmio Is. and lias been. In 
this man's bands from the day It opened. Toll him every¬ 
thing you know, and tell It now. It Is IrnpoMsIblo for 
your best friend to ndvlso you moro sincerely." 

Dr. Mercer sat frozen. Then of a sudden he started 
to his feet. Dot to of un, I think, saw the strange expres¬ 
sion on his face. 

"I swear I am as Innocent ns a baby," be cried. "If 
you uro determined to ruin mo 

"Now don’t talk slop," whispered tho detective. "He* 
here; If you’ro Innocent, give Mr. Morse tho keys to your 
boxes now. Meet us at the Guardian Vaults at 0 o'clock. 
No ono need know you nro a suspect. It will snvo 
searching your room." 

"I'll do It." said Mercer calmly. His mnod had 
changed. "Tho keys; There they are." He took from 
his pocket a wallet nnd picked two keys; handed them to 
me; bln finger touched mine; It was llltu Ice. 

"You nro not to leave your rooms until you nro roady 
to go to the vaults. Doctor. Nine o'clock." 

Dr. Mercer stared nt hlrn. "Nino o'clock." ho re¬ 
peated, vaguely. I well remombor the words. 

Whispering Smith, detailing orm of r'ollernn’n men 
at tho door of the 608 suite, followed to tny room and 
threw himself on Hi" couch. I sent for coffee, hut he was 
asleep before It arrived. A cupful was hardly necessary 
to keep mo awake till day. At breakfast I barely tasted 
food. Whispering Hmlth ate for a tlmo with upfront 
unconcern. Then of a sudden ho threw down his paper, 
looked spryly at me. passed Ills napkin across Ids Ups. 
and push' d Ids chair from the table. "Ry George, I'll ho 
back In n minute," he oxctdlrm*?, rising. "HU mill." 

For five minutes I sat alone. A nian walking rnphlly 
Into tho dining-room cutno straight to< ny chair. 

"Mr. Smith would like to boo you quick at COS," ho 
whispered. 

I caught tho elevator and made my way around Into 
Die S08 corridor. Collcran's man behind me. Whispering 
Bmlth stood with Dave, his ear nt tho door. 

"What's tho matter?" I asked. 

'Tvo mndo a mistake." 

"Ho’h gono?" 

"No. I heard hlrn In there n minute ago. Just tho 
same. I shouldn’t have left him alone." He pounded 
with both hands on the door. "Doctor." ho called, as 
loud an bin ragged tliront would carry; "open up or I'll 
smash you In. Without another word ho ran to tho end 
of the corridor. I heard a ernsh of glnss, nnd In a mo¬ 
ment lio wns back with a flre/nnn'n axe. 

’’.Slop!" said 1. "Would too shoot through tho door?" 

"He has no pistol," 

"How, in God's name, do you know everything?" 

"It's iny business. Get bnck. will you? Ktand clear 
there." 

He swung tho nxo Uko a sledgo and sunk It Into tho 
oak. Again ho landed on tho knob ami on the bolt; tho 
door guvo nnd he ran Into tho room. The blinds worn 
cloned, tho shade drawn. Whispering Smith sprang to 
tho window, l< ,• tho shado from tho roller nnd Jerked 
open tlio blinds. 

"He's here," said ho. trying the bedroom door, "and 
locked In. Glv6 rno tho axe. Foley. Get that crowd of 
rubbernecks out of tlio hall. Damn It, shut tho door!" 
Without looking to nro his orders executed, Whispering 
Hmlth smashed at tho Inner door, As It gavo way ho 
caught tho knob. I pushed forward, hut ho held mo back. 

"Don't trtko nny unnecessary cTIanceo. Junt a second." 

While Foley kept tho mob In tlio hall, Whispering 
Smith pushed. Into the gloom of tho Inner npartmont; a 
moment later an electric button snapped and a lamp lit 
tho room. 'Kneeling across a chair, nlmont nt tlio feet 
of tho llttlo dotoctlvo ns ho turned from tlio nwltch key 
1 saw tho figure of a man; his bond fallen over the sldo 
of the chair between bis arms. Whispering Smith, stoop¬ 
ing, lifted bis bond, but ho dropped It with a start; It 
almost pnrtod from tho body. Stepping behind and 
catching tho shoulders, ho lifted tho head hack. The face 
wns Mercer's. Ho bad cut bis throat. 

Whispering Smith, Uko a whirlwind. Inventoried the 
room. Ho had tho whole story n mlunto Inter, when ho 
hnnded mo a note, Incoherent In terms, but nddressed to 
me, saying that tho minting money was In tho Western 
National Deposit Vuults. 

Thoro, un hour Inter, wo found In tho safe rented by 
Morcer. not six Inches from Fuller's empty box, the pack- 
agon of bills that covered tho trail of so much ci'imo and 
horror. 

"How could ho over Imvo done It?" I stammered In 
amaze, sitting In the coupon room with Whispering Smith 
ns wo told over tho bills. 

"Not so difficult, after all. Ilo got hold of tho Col¬ 
onel's keys; Just how, will bo buried with hint; but ho 
ovldontly got them, nnd made this duplicate." Ho held 
up a key which, ho hud unearthed pndor tho silk lining 
of a hypodermic case. It opened Fuller’s box. 

"But with tho double tumblers, nnd unable to visit 
tho box without un attendant, who opens it with tola 
own key?" I exclaimed. 

Ho cut mo off impatiently. "Yet It Is done. Suppose 
ha runs In hero—a now clerk opens for him; Fuller’a 
nox was 40IIS; Murcor's own, right next to It, 4072. 
•What's your number. Doctor?' says thu clerk. '4008,' 
says Mercer; and 1 flttshos the key, opens It. curries tho 
snfa to tho coupon room—thero you uro I l-Io hud only 
to carry tho boodle nway with him In an Instrument hag, 
and tho next day bring It back to ids own box." 

Thnt night, seated at Colonel Fuller's bod with Willis 
Howard, ho told uu somo, not all. off tho dotnlls. Of how 
ho had first found from tho list of tho Guardian Vault 
patrons that Morcer had a box thoro under an assumed 
name. After that It was only tlmo and Whispering 
Smith against a helpless mnn under eurvoillanco at ovary 
turn. Afraid to t leavo, nnd In terror while ho stayed, an 
accidental theft In his room hnd thrown him into tho 
stoel trap which had lain so long open for him. 

"By tho way, Mr. Smith," faltered Colonel Fuller, na 
tho llttlo mun started to leavo, •'thevo'a something else. 
Tell mi) whnt 1 owo you for your work." 

* "I leave that Ur you, Colonel." 

"Thnt Isn't right. Only you know how many other 
nights you Imvo spout at this thing." 

"But ha'll nover tell," InterJeurad Willis Howard. 

"Then tell mo how much I Bhall pay you," urged tho 
Colonel. 

"If you leave It to me 1 shall sny $5,000. I'vo been to 
some expense." 

"Then I shall sny five, * responded tho Coolnel 
promptly, "which makes ten. You havp saved mo from 
penury." 

"I wish It could havo been done with moro eklU. I 
made ono fatal mletuUo. .Gentlemon, good-night." 


stepped to the gas-burner, turned It on full, looked an 
Instant on the bell-boy, and. reversing tho cock, left us 
In darkness. Collernn, meahwhll*. pounded tlio door. 

"HI. there! Ames! Oliver! HI! Wnko up! Open up 
here. Hello, why tho door's open," excLalmed Collernn. 
throwing It ajar with a bang. 

"Hello. Olllo!’’ bo roared, advancing townrd tho gas 
Jet ns he struck a match. Gordon Hmlth pushed me l»o- 
blnd the door, and the two advanced to tho bed. 1 saw 
Whispering Hmlth put his hand on tho sleeper’s shoulder. 

The first rational inovo tho bell-boy in*Vo wns to 
reach under Ida pillow. 

"Tut! Tut! Hold on, Oliver; hold on." urged Colleian. 
putting his fingers patronizingly over tho muzzle of the 
revolver ns the trigger mropped viciously, "NVo'ro nil 
friends here." 

"All friends." echoed Whispering Smith. "Oliver, nit 
up: wnko up. That’s right: open up. Tut down your 
gun; thoso nutomntlo firing pins are a fraud, nnywny." 

"Whnt you fellows ofler?" spoko Oliver Ames, with a 
bit* of savagery. 

"Why. Oliver, .I’m sorry to sny we’re nfter you. Now 
sit «t!ll." persisted Gordon Smith, ns tho victim started 
to cover lilm with a revolver. "Don’t try to shoot that 
nt mo. I nwnn you well, tny boy. It's tho difficulty of 
passing tho big bills that has brought us hero; that's nil. 
Tho big bills gave you away. Now sit still." 

"What j*ou talking about?" sputtered Oliver with a 
forcible Interjection nnd an awful pull on his disordered 
faculties. 

"Talking about tho wny big bills trip a mnn, Olllo. 1 
want t«» say first of all there's no disposition to bo bard 
on you." 

"I've heard that kind o' stuff." 

"Very likely." 

"Yo* can't bluff me." 

"We don’t hnvo to. We've got you dend. Evert your 
pistol Is hoodooed. Now toll mo where 5*ou got the Idea 
of hiding part of It In tho lining of your cap." Whisper¬ 
ing Smith looked from Arnes to Collernn nnd back again 
with amiable amazement, an ho hrld up a cup for their 
Inspection. "And Who ever beard of carrying your cap In 
your Inside vest pocl;ot? Still, a mnn would never guess 
from looking nt that cap that 1 lmd Just ripped six $100 
bills out of tho lining. Oliver." The bell-boy started 
frenxledjy. "Oliver, It’s all up, I tell you," persisted 
Whispering Hmlth. 'Tvo got tho money nnd I want a 
lot moro of It. Hero are seven of tho bills," nnd to my 
amazement Whispering Hinlth certainly did produco that 
much of tlio missing money, 

"Where’s th* rest of It. Oliver?" asked Whispering 
Smith. . Oliver hesitated; then went to pieces. 

"I spent It." ho growled. 

"Why, no. Oliver—not nil. You haven't been buying 
nny hotels or anything, son; not hotels?" 

"I bought I’atIs Mutuals." 

"How many?" 

' "Threo hundred. I only got ten." 

"Only ten—well, p ivo It nil to us, Oliver; tho whole 
thing. It's your bent piny." 

"1 been waitin' on him for a year." 

"I see." 

"Taking up cocktails and flats nnd splits nnd running 
errands." 

"I thought you said ho didn't drink, Collernn," ob¬ 
served Whispering Hmlth reproachfully. 

"Ono night I wns bringing up Homo vlchy." continued 
Oliver Ames, "an* 1 opened do door—It wuan’t locked— 
and bo was over at do mantelpiece, and bo turned on mo 
Uko u cyclone, ami began n-cursln' mo for cornin' In wld- 
out knocking. An' 1 says to myself, ’All right, my buck, 
you've got stuff hid dere,' an’ next day I got a pass-key 
an' rubbered till I raised do dough, stuck In a crock nex' 
the chimney. Maybe be wasn't rod-headed for a month, 
an' never squealed for a good whllo, I'm a-gucssln', 
neither." 

"Not for a good whllo; that's dead right, Olllo. Goon." 

"What's to go on?" 

"About tho rest of It." 

"You got It dere In your hand. I got all ho had." 

"Who had?" 

"Dr. Mercer." 

"Dr. Mercer," echoed Whispering Smith. "Oliver, tho 
doctor. I may say. Isn't disposed to ht hard on you. 
Colloran will. I may say, keep an eye on you till we got 
things straightened out. Dave, wo'll leavo you right hero 
with tho boy. Come, Mr. Lyman." 

Whispering Hmlth, walking like n pacer, led tho way 
to tho Richelieu. We climbed tho stairs to my room. As 
I lit tlio gas, Whispering Smith locked tho door behind 
him and broke tho long silence. 

"It's up lo Mercer." 

‘‘Smith, I can't believe tho thing." 

"l'm going right after him." 

'Til wait here." 

"No; you'll havo to come." said Whispering Smith 
positively. "You must rap him up; when ho opens I 
will talk." 

"Wlmt does It mean;" I asked myself every step of 
the way to tho Doctor's door. How I over forced myself 
to rnp there In tho dead of the morning marvels mo yot. 

"It’s Morso. Doctor." I said unsteadily, ns Morcer 
spoko from within. "Opon n mlnuto, will .vou?" 

"Just a minute." It seemed ton minutes ’before tho 
door opened. 

"What's wrong, Mr. Morso? Collywobblos?" usked 
the Doctor, peering out. 

"Not exactly, und yet you might call It that. Doctor," 
•Interposed Whispering Smith. "I'm tho one, Doctor. Let 
mo sit down." So saying bo shoved tho wholo scene 
Into chairs In tho Doctor's Blttlng-room. 

"I'vo been spending tlio night with Mr. Moran. I 
wouldn’t havo bothered him to como hnd Introduce mo 
If it had been at any other hour," bjjgnn Whispering 
Smith. 

"A sick mnn doesn't need an>’ Introduction," observed 
tho Doctor, ns he sat . facing us In his trousers and 
slippors. 

"Sorry to disturb you. anyway. But, Doctor, you 
may not remember I called on you onco In behalf of the 
Guardian Safety Deposit Vauiu." 

"Yes." 

"Spoko 'about tlio Filler robbery." 

"I don't quite get you," salfl Dr. Mercer. 

"My very difficulty heretofore. Doctor," smiled Gor¬ 
don Smith; "but It looks different now. In tho first 
place,, wo havo got the man who robbod you. 

Thero wns n pause before Dr. Mercer retorted; yot to 
me his face told nothing beyond ordinary surprise, 


I drew the money from the Western National," he¬ 
ron lire Colonel brokenly. "Just two woeks ago. After 

N#w York banks quit paying out I thought I'd have 
ih. .tuff handy for a turn, nnd I made threo checks, 
tw.. for SiO.oOO ami on* fur J10D.000. The monoy fan 
'" Iv,u nso hi large Mila. Thero was onu package of 
flO.OOO In $100.blits, tin., rest wns In $500 mid $1,000 blllH, 

I think. I'm nm "urr. ho groaned. "I'm not sure of 
anythin* but Uni I'm ruined." 

J Mtendlod tin* •'.donel n bit; got him to describe how 
he put the money |,i the box himself, nm! with absolute 
privacy: to c\|ihln nhout bln keys which lie carried In 
u chamois unfit suspondiMl from a cord nrouml his neck; 
that he i v, r parted with them; that nobody else bad 
access to bis box. 

"\N lint do you think of It;” asked tho Colonel's 
neph'-w, looking at Whispering Hmlth, who flgeted occa¬ 
sionally. Smith rondo no reply. "What do you think of 
It?" echoed Dr. Marcor. 

"Think or It?" echoed Mr. Smith, pushed for an an- 
ewer and looking about uneasily. "I think. Doctor, 
thoni'a a draft bore somewhere, and I'll be condemned If 
1 can locuto It unless It's up that fireplace from tho 
window." 

"But what do you think about tlio robbery?" 
th© Colonel. pallidly, while Hmlth watched Dr. i 
look for rfre leak. 

Whimpering Hmlth turned again to tho Colonel. "I’d 
put a dutcctlvo on it right off." 

I Jumped to my feet. "Put a detective on It?" I 
echoed, curtly. "Why. what are you hero for?" 

"Mo? I'm In tho real estate business." 

1 looked at Willis Howard. Willis was looking at 
tho carpet. 

"If Mr. Smith gavo mo thnt advice I should cer¬ 
tainly follow It," said he. 

"I used to look tip theso matters a llttlo,' 'continued 
Whispering Smith In Ida nearest approach to a bland 
voice, "but real estate takes most of my tlmo lately." 
Hn looked at his watch. "You can catch Charles Buck¬ 
ingham ut tho office now," said ho, naming, tho flrit of 
tho great dotectlvo agenolen In Chlctffto. "1 havo an en¬ 
gagement at l*. I'll bo going—but i want to do anything 
I can for a frload of Mr. Howard's. If I dld'nt havo a 
sick boy at homo I'd tako tho caao up anyhow; ns It K 
I can't. Gentlemen, good-night." Then I noticed ha 
shook hands nil around, and cordially. 

1 felt like a fool after tho nmnngor und his friend lmd 
gone, but within two hours 1 got the Buckingham poo- 
?lo Into the case, and they took hold with the vigilance 
und tho ulertncsB thnt havo made their namo world-wide. 

Am 1 rat next morning In iny office, tho name of 
Gordon Hmlth was brought to me: Gordon followed 
closely after. 

"No doubt you thought me drunk or crazy last night." 
he began ut once. "I was uurvous ut being catechized 
beroro a crowd. I don't work to advantage with too many 
Assistant*. Colonel Fuller Is partly knocked out. If I 
go Into this ( use It Isn’t necessary for mo to be known In 
It to anybody but you. Let your detectives work away 
on their own Hues. If you want me. let in© work on my 
own. Tho question Is." whispered Whispering, "do you 
want mo u t rill?" and ho looked surprised ut tho Idea. 

I made up iny mind between the first aiid tho last 
of his words. "I do want you," I returned. 

"Then Jet mo usk you a few Questions." Straightway 
ho shot fifty ut mo. 

At his ruqta .'t I wont to Introduce him at the Western 
National for Information about thu bills. From the bunk 
*v« wont to tho saftity deposit vault. Their story was 
that Colonel Fuller hud visited his box onco Blue© de¬ 
positing tlio missing currency. Tho Colonel stoutly <p-. 
'jied any such visit. Hero was an issue of fact. 

"Our clerks nro beyond suspicion," Insisted th© vault 
manager, "and collusion with un outsider Is out of the 
;utrstlun." 

"Hut on tlio day you claim Color/1 Fuller visited bis 
30X ho wum laid up in bed." 

“Ho Is mistaken in the date. Our records are abso¬ 
lutely Impassive." 

There we deadlocked, A month passed nnd w© were 
■till absolutely In tlio dark. Nearly ivory night Whisper¬ 


get your moustache curled, and you'll pass without In¬ 
troduction." 


At midnight, a little gay for a corporation lawyer, I 
followed Whispering Bmlth Into tho bathroom. When wo 
gut downstairs tho badly wanted gambler wns In tho 
Turkls' asleep. Whispering Bmlth gave certain Instruc¬ 
tions to tho nttondont. and wo took a cab to Boyle's chop- 
Iioumo for the gambler, Van Horn. 

"Wesley, shako hands with Alderman Lyman." snhl 
Whispering Smith ns wo npproacltt-d. "You never told 
me. Wesley, whether you were any relation of HI Van 
Horn, who ran tho privileges at the Casino tlio year of 
tho World’s Fair." 

"Does ho owo you anything?" 

"Nothing but gratitude.’* 

"lie’s no relation of mine; but ho owed mo $400 when 
ho quit tho town. I'm glad to seo you. Mr. Lyman, nnd 
Mr. Hinlth. Whnt will you havo;" 

"Thank you; wo’ro Just from supper. I want you to 
go over with mo to talk to Ilurrls. Wes. By tho way— 
and It's often occurred to mo to ask you. and I never 
could think of It—were you named after John Wesley or 
Charles?" nsked Whispering Smith amiably. 

"I wasn't named nfter either." 


nskod 

Morcer 


"No. I was named after a camp meeting. Well. If 
5*ou won't cal and won't drink, smoke." 

"But wo don’t smoke." persisted Whlsporlng Smith In 
bright-eyed gratitude. 

"Then let'n go hunt up Harris. What’s tho row any¬ 
way*. Whispering?" 

"It’s Ilko this. My friend her© Is In your line." 

"How’s that?" 

"He's a collector of stamps. Wesley; yes. Just now 
ho's looking up somo largo stamps thnt nro pretty scarce. 
SCO? I'm helping him out on hta collection—and. Inci¬ 
dentally, adding a few to my own." continued Whispering 
Smith, lowering his tone modostly, "yes." 

Which pnrablo Wesley understood without furthor 
parley. Tho three of us broke together into th* Richelieu 
baths about 1 o'clock. Harris, the tout, was In tho 
barber’s chair. 

"Gus," said Van Horn, "theso are friends of ours— 
Alderman Lyman. Whispering Bmlth. You turned in a 
$100 bill to-night." 

"And six fifties." sparkled Harris between his teeth. 
"Thero was only nine-sixty on the wholo book. It was 
light—light " 

"That Isn’t It. These folks wnnt to know who passed 
the bill. It’s a counterfeit, nnd I’m stuck. It doeen't 
come out of you—but wo want the guy that did us. nee?" 



































